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McDonald

The cliff is edged with dark-green,
Pale-flowered sea rosemary,
And the warm scent of lantana
And the cold breath of the sea
Blend in the strange enchantment
Of my earliest memory.

My eyes through sleep and sunlight
Swerve with the gulls that go
Harsh-voiced in shining beauty,
Bright on the airs that blow
Between the bare green hill above
And the crashing blue below.

In the short grass the magpies

With sidelong glance step by,

Converse with gurgling laughter

And wild and lovely cry,

And their friends from the red ploughland

Lilting and far reply.

My body is a dull thing

And a weariness to me,

And here perhaps I could leave it
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